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Act | 


Author's Notes: 

Warning: Mention/Allusion To Non-Con; Will Become Apparent in Future Chapter. Alright. Apologies for the whole 
deleting and reposting of this (especially to DKD, who left such a nice review on the initial posting). I'm going to 
spare you the details on the reasons and why and whatnot, and basically leave you with the finished product. 
Like mentioned on the original posting, this is my first time incorporating both Ist and 2nd Person. | had a lot of 
fun with it, and | hope to see some of your opinions on it, as | plan on using it again in a future project. Let me 


know if it gets to difficult to follow! | get a bit eccentric when it comes to using unorthodox POV's, haha. 


"Don't be a fool for the Devil, darling.” 


--Anne Rice, Interview with the Vampire 


His index and middle finger are protruding from his closed fist, like you would if you were imitating a gun with 
your hand. Those two fingers-the barrel of the gun-are against your temple. On the tips of the fingers are 
those fretboard calluses; the sandpapery texture that has touched your skin in so many different ways than 
this. 


Let me take a step back to revaluate everything you've told me, concerning this. 
Here's what you told me earlier—your take on the situation: 


You told me to imagine the subconscious as being a motorway system. Like the kind you'd find in San Antonio 
or Houston; they say that Texas has one of the most complex systems in, like, everywhere. It's as if you got 
the London Underground and put it on the surface, eliminated the group travel, and let everyone fend for 
themselves in massive, high-speed death machines. It's not shocking at all that the accident statistics are in no 


one's favour but the insurance companies. 


Anyway. Everyone has an internal interstate. Vivian's looks a bit more like a racetrack-like Anderson Loop 1604, 
since we're already talking about San Antonio, so it just circles around continuously, two giant rings with 
massive diameters that stretch across this huge city, parallel to each other and moving in opposite directions 
with little branches every mile or so, for the exits. In the mind metaphor, these exits would be like neural 
pathways that lead to motor movements. Vivian controls all of this by being the only driver on the motorway. 


One driver is a good thing. You don't anyone else but you controlling you. 


Vivian drives a bright green racecar. Like a Lola 110. This is a normal day in the life in Vivian's mind: driving 
in giant circles, blaring Iggy Pop and The Temptations and Amy Winehouse, pushing I20mph becouse there 


shouldn't be anyone else to pull him over. 


This is where things fall apart. Recently, there's been someone else on the interstate. A Bentley Mark IV, black 
You tell me, let's call the driver "Billy" for now, and use the neutral pronoun "it". Billy listens to an equally 
strange combination of music: Depeche Mode and Violent Femmes and Lana Del Rey. Billy's been meandering 
through l-40 and SH-I6 and |-I0 for a while now, probably for the last few years-if your hypothesis is 
correct-and has just recently decided to take the exit onto 1604. West, in the direction of where the sun sets, 
so when it comes up on that Lola T70's tail, Vivian's blinded by the setting sun and is too distracted to notice 
it right away. 


Its when Billy shifts up another gear--which is mechanically impossible for a vehicle manufactured in the 


‘40's but you say to just ignore that--that the power struggle begins. Metaphysical Road Rage. 


Now, this above situation is prevalent in both of your hypotheses of what's going on with our best friend. In 
Situation A, Billy is a demon or some entity. Billy entered the motorway back in 1994, twelve years ago, 
Halloween, when you were heavily intoxicated and decided to fuck around with a poorly-arranged Samhain altar 
and an Quija Board. You might have decided to use Vivian, who was a brand new member at the time and 
merely your acquaintance, as a bargain to talk to Steve. Used a lock of his hair or some shite like that. You 
tell me to wipe that mortified look off my face-it isn't going to solve this predicament at all. Anyways, it 
totally failed, as you remember. You were drunk and depressed and desperate, and other disdainful words that 
begin with the letter D, so you resorted to a pitiful form of witchcraft that you were totally sceptical and ill- 


informed about. 


And, like a strand of rabies or any other virus, there's usually a dormant, symptom-free stage before all hell 
breaks loose. Twelve years dormant, and now Billy decides that he wants to use the meat suit that was 


offered to him. 


Then there's Situation B. A bit more logical and a bit more believable, although you really hope that this isn't 
the case-as much as demonic possession is not a particularly good thing either. In this case, Billy isn't a demon, 
Billy isn't really Billy either—Billy is just some part of Vivian that manifested into.. something else. Billy is fluent 
in Latin and a shit-ton of other languages that you swore Vivian didn't know. Billy's pissed because of "late 
dues" or some shite, and wants everyone to die-Joe and Sav and l-but not you. It wants you to go insane and 
do its dirty work-or at least help, as it said. Billy is also very, very sassy and well pop-cultured. More-so than 
just plain ol Vivian. You wonder if Billy might actually be a she. 


Okay, so maybe Situation B is not all that more logical, you tell me. 


| tell you that, maybe, you haven't entertained the thought that you're the one who's gone off the deep-end. 


The strangest thing about performing in the Southern half of Texas in autumn and winter is that, like every 
other time of the year, people are always wearing denim shorts and tank tops. Even in December. It could be a 
week before Christmas and there'd still be guys without shirts; if you're in Austin where it's legal, the birds'l 
be topless too. 


So, with this in mind, it's really bloody surprising that it's late October and freezing. San Antonio too, of all 
places. That's what inspired you to use that particular motorway system, us being here and all. Usually this 
place is heatstroke central, and here we are puffing out our breath in condensed vapour. Its a surreal thing, 


to feel this in a place that has probably never received snowfall above an inch or two. 


It's during that space in between sound check and performance, those few hours that are meant to be for 
preparation but is typically reduced to downtime, everything goes from the mere odd weather level of strange 
to.. really bloody strange. Everyone's lounging about in the wardrobe room, where the big mirrors and some of 
the equipment and whatnot are located. It's dead quiet, save for Joe making these obnoxious noises with his 
mouth. He's tapping away on his phone and in his concentration has created this routine of sucking in his 


bottom lip; when he releases it, a gross pop is audible. 


With every wet smacking sound, your left eye slightly twitches. | know this, because every time | hear it, | look 
up from my camera. It's a reflex, | suppose. You move your gaze over the room, and | follow with mine. Find 
that Sav is sitting on the other side of Joe, left hand holding a novel-his index finger against the spine and his 
thumb in the crease. Occasionally, his right hand goes to move a page and after every time he does this, his 
hand returns to a position that is always ever-so-slightly closer to Joe. After watching this scene for three 
minutes, Sav's right hand finally reaches Joe's denim-clad thigh and they both break the concentration with 
their tasks to make eye-contact. 


The muscle in your jaw moves slightly. You're grinding your teeth. I'm not all too surprised, given all of the 


shite that has gone down lately. There's a reason why | tend to stay out of the romantic and sexual business 
of you and those two-too much drama. Well, | should say three. Although, with all the stuff you've told me 
about Vivian, | doubt he's been getting any lays lately. 


All this bitterness, it's not to mean that | don't have any romantic feelings for any of you all 
Well, especially not for a specific guitarist, but-ah, we're getting a bit off-topic aren't we? 


| was going to continue flipping through the images, go back to deciding what my next photo-rendering project 
should be, but something keeps my seemingly-oblivious gaze on you. 


I's in that following moment, when you decide to move your gaze once again, that you realise that you aren't 
the only one in the room who's been visually eavesdropping-besides me, of course. Behind the curls of Vivian's 
fringe, you can see his eyes on you. Slightly narrowed, the blue of his irises glinting through the dark strands. 
Although, this isn't the mere, ‘Vivian's just looking at you' kind of stare-no, this simultaneously pained and 
predatory. Conflicted. 


Maybe your hypothesis isn't all that far-fetched, Phil. 


You and he join in eye-contact, like the locked stare of two fighters, and the two of you mutually stand up and 


leave the room. Invisible and unnoticed, | join you two from behind. 


Back to where we left off: 


You have this look in your eyes, like you fear as you would if that were a real gun because, even though 
that's Vivian's hand and fingers and calluses, that is sure as hell not Vivian looking at you with that blank 
stare. | can see that. That is definitely not our Viv. | get the feeling that behind that gaze is something that 
could kill you with those two fingers like they were cocked and loaded: Billy. As demonic as this seems, though... 
| don't know-l'm not convinced that there's some supernatural entity involved. Not until | see anyone crawling 
up walls, that is. 


"Where is it?" 


This isn't like in The Exorcist, where when Satan speaks through the little girl, she has that deep, demonic voice. 
It isn't like that all. Science comes into play, ironically. Another addition to my reasons of this being Situation B. 
This is obviously Vivian, physically, which includes his vocal chords-everything is authentically Vivian except 
for his mind, right now-that is for sure. So when he speaks, the timbre and pitch are all the same; only, 
here's what's weird, his accent is different. What you hear is the vocal pattern of some dead and forgotten, 


ancient language. Like Babylonian or Persian or of the ancient Celts. 


When you "summoned! it in the first place, you didn’t really put up the effort to research the origin of the 
patterns you carved into that wooden board. Scepticism will do that-dull your curiosity and efficiency down to 


the most basic. 
"[—" 


"You forgot, didn't you," it hisses. With any context besides this, those words would form a question, but this 
is no inquiry. It knows-or, well, | get the notion that it does. He. Christ, what do | believe? "That's the issue 
with you humans. You go about making orders, but when the time comes to pay-you forget. By Beelzebub, 
you'd think that the widowers would be more responsible than the junkies." 


"Last time you came wanting payment, | told you the deal was off. | wasn't in the right mind when |-" 


‘Oh, you think just because l'm a demon, that l'm unaware of the earthly pleasures? I've had my fair share, 
Collen, and it's no excuse. Daddy-Downstairs wants his blood sacrifice, and." Vivian's eyes narrow. "Oh, | know 
what you want. You don't want to pay, but you still want the goods. It doesn't work that way. It took me nearly 
twelve revolutions to snatch that man's soul out of Stasis. I'm still trying to clean the stains out of my real 


form, you know. Whether you get him or not, you've still got a hefty shipping and handling fine." 


"lim not killing them," you simultaneously scream and whisper, eyes wide, flinging your arm in the direction of 
the room we were all just in prior and, in the process, at me as well. | take a step into the shadows and try to 
wrap my mind around the fact that it hasn't noticed me. Or, maybe it has and l'm just of not enough 


significance. "It was my drunken mistake-just take me." 


Oh, dear, you bloody idiot. In the case that this isn't some demonic possession and Vivian has truly gone off his 


rocker, you just gave him the permission to act. 


For the record, despite all that's gone on and how, no matter what, both Situations are absolutely horrible-l 
have to confess that | still believe in B the most. 


Vivian, or Billy--whatever or whoever is manning the controls right now, clicks his tongue. "No, no, no. With all 
of the trouble you've put me through, I'm getting my payment and then some, one way or another. And don't 
think that you're the only one who can do it and that refusing not to will save everyone. | only said that 
because tainted, murderous souls sell for more, but | honestly don't care anymore." Vivian waves his hand, stil 


making the gun gesture. "This augmented job is worth five souls-pay of my time, and I'm getting my money." 
Sod whichever Situation this is, this is getting scary. 

Its whenever I'm sneaking out of the room that I'm finally noticed. 

‘Lovely, | can already begin," Vivian says, pointing his hand towards me. "I've always been a fan of the art of 
pantomimes. Although, no one did it better than the Romans. | would know," he says casually, and his hand jerks 


slightly and | immediately flatten myself against the ground. Shards of drywall and wood rain down on me, but 
everything is silent. 


He raises his hand to his lips and blows against his index and middle finger, as if it were a smoking gun 

You run towards me, grabbing hold of my arm and nearly dragging me across the floor as you run out of the 
room. | can see Vivian watching us with a slightly-entertained expression before my view of him is obstructed 
by the door that you kick shut. 

"He. He used his hand as a-" 


"| know." 


We're running through a hallway now. You're running to each door, quickly reading the numbers and labels since 


we both can't remember which exact room Joe and Sav are in. 

"Holy shit," | gasp, "This is really Situation A, isnt it?" 

You don't answer, instead opening a door and immediately running inside. 

"We need to get out of here," I'm surprised by how calm your voice is. Joe and Sav exchange glances with 
each other, and then with me, which isn't nearly as reassuring as either of them hoped since l'm physically 
shaking. 


"Where's Vivian?" 


"Hopefully nowhere near us, but that is likely not the case." You're rummaging through drawers and several of 


the leftover instrument crates as you say this. "Which Ibanez is your least favourite, Sav?" 

"Well, itll probably be th-Hold on, why're you asking?" 

You pick up the bass with the monochrome Union Jack design, holding it by the neck and balancing the body on 
your shoulder like a baseball bat. "I think this'll do lovely. They say you can bust a wall with an Ibanez and it'll 
stay in one piece. You've got three more in here, so I'd recommend we all take one." 


| touch your arm and gesture you to join me on the far side of the room. 


"You're going to try to kill him?" | ask, quietly. "There's got to be another way. Like an.. an exorcism or 
something, right?" 


"You find a priest and then we'll talk. | don't even know if it's of Christian or Judaic origin. But... okay, you know 
how hard this is for me, too-but if it comes down to all us dying, I'm going to fight back. |..." your voice 
cracks, "| don't even know if there's any of ‘im left, or what would remain after all of this-in the case that we 


even succeed in getting rid of it." 


"Get rid of what? What the hell is going on?" Joe must have heard the last half of our conversation, because 


he's standing up and walking over towards the door. "| swear, if the two of you are just messing around with 


Viv-" 


"Joe, hold on a sec, alright. Before you open that door, | need to explain what's goi-! swear to god, Joe, if you 
open that door | will bash your head in with this bass. This is fucking serious." 


Joe's arm was outreached for the handle when you said that last sentence. He retracts and steps back, 


crossing his arms and looking at you with a simultaneously defeated and thoroughly pissed-off expression. 


You glance at me, hoping that maybe | could give you some advice for how to word the situation Oh, bloody 
hell. "Viv's, ah, not in his right mind as of now," | begin, "And | don't mean, like, woke up on the wrong side and 
is cranky. | mean, our lives are at stake here. You're not going to believe anything else until you see it, so l'm 
just going to leave it as to just stay the hell away from him and to brace yourself to fight back, because he- 
it is in it for blood, lads." 


Joe snorts and shoots a look at Sav that plainly says, "Do you believe any of this shite?" 


"Well, Viv has been a bit off lately. A bit moodswingy, if you ask me," Sav says. "Not enough evidence that he's 
a killer, though." 


There's a sudden shaking of the wall, causing little waterfalls of ceiling dust and stucco to rain down, and we all 


whirl around to look at the door. 


"I thought you lot were smart enough to at least leave the room," Vivian's muffled voice is audible from 


outside. 


"Oh fuck-", you say, running to the back of the room and grabbing a chair, then propping it under the 
doorknob. | do likewise, using the remaining five chairs and instrument crate to build a barricade. All the while, 
Joe and Sav stand off to the side with a mixture of confusion and negligible apprehension. You pull out the 
remaining basses and lay them on the floor, along with an acoustic guitar, one of my back-up toms, and some 


other potentially-deadly percussion equipment. "Take your pick. | doubt the door'll hold him back for long." 


"You said he'd gone off his rocker, not become Superman!" Joe exclaims. He's got both of his hands on his head, 
fingers laced through his hair. "How did this even come about? We were literally all in here, together, not even 
a half-hour ago, and now he's trying to kill us—bollocks, this is. And even if he's really gone insane, we aren't 
going to smash him in with a bunch of instruments, for Christ's sake. Viv's always been a sensible lad, all we 


need to do is ta--" 


He ceases speaking as an odd scraping noise becomes audible from behind the door. It sounds like wood being 

carved, accompanied by a muffled mumbling of some gibberish that slowly crescendos into yelling. | kneel down 
and pick up one of the basses, trying to balance it or at least brandish it in any way that could be useful; it's 
too heavy to be held by the neck with one arm, more-or-the-less impossible to be swung like a bat with any 


accuracy. | glance over to you, not particularly trying to advertise my fear, but it must have seeped through 


my already-weak bearing because you reply with an equally concerned expression. 


"| suppose the most we can do is stand at the far side of the room and brace ourselves for the inevitable," 
you say, directed towards all of us. | would expect the sudden shift in leadership to cause some flurry of 
critical remarks from Joe, but instead he merely nods, grabs the bass with the Sheffield Wednesday insignia, 
and walks to the back of the room without a word. Sav reluctantly picks up the remaining instrument, almost 


appearing stricken in the thought of using his tools of trade as a weapon, and joins Joe by his side. 


You and | do likewise, and we all stand with our backs to the wall, listening to the now less-muffled, ritualistic 


chanting. 


After a moment of fear-fuelled silence, Joe says To Sav, "I've always wanted you to get rid of the Owls bass. 


Not to say that I'd enjoy smashing this thing to bits, but I'm not denying it either." 
"Don't start" 


Vivian's chanting stops, and we all exchange glances. Against the door is a single thump and everything goes 


dark. 


| immediately reach out for you or Joe or anyone nearby and my hand finds a muscled arm-yours, | know, and 
| cling to it for dear life. Your other arm wraps itself around me, pulling us together until my chin bumps into 
what | assume is your forehead. "Phil, that's you, right?" 


"Yeah." Your breath hits my neck. 
Sav says, "Joe, you don't have to hold on so tightly-you're hurting my arm." 
There's a prolonged silence before | can hear Joe reply, speaking very slowly, "I'm not Touching you." 


| can hear something move, quickly, by the scuffling sound and someone, | think Sav, gasps. There's the sudden, 
loud, hallow noise that almost every musician can recognise immediately: the sound of someone dropping an 
electric bass on a hard floor. It's a horrible sound, accompanied by a rattling resonance from the strings 
shaking. | can feel you shift slightly, then one of your arms moves and a light suddenly appears. The flashlight 
app on your mobile-good thinking. You illuminate Sav who's staring at us, wide-eyed, with Vivian standing behind 
him. Both of Sav's hands are behind his back, with Vivian holding onto his wrists. The light reflects off of 
Vivian's eyes, brightly, like a cat's would. 


"You're going to turn that off," Vivian says, gesturing with a movement of the chin towards you. "Any of you 
make a movement towards us and I'll break his fingers. Disobey me again, after that, and I'll get more 
creative." He kicks Sav in the back of his legs so that he falls to his knees. "Honestly, after I'm done with him, 
he won't want the extra trouble," he adds nonchalantly, using one free hand to brush his fingers through Sav's 


hair, with the kind of malicious smile that | would never even imagine seeing on Vivian's face. 


The stream of light begins to tremble; your hands are shaking. "No, no-not him. He hasn't done a thing, damn 
it!" 


Vivian raises his eyebrows. "Every time Genghis Khan overthrew a city or area, he would pillage the remains 
and rape the surviving women. Now, tell me, did any of those women do a thing? Nope. Khan, being a typical 
I3th century inhabitant, felt that the best way to reap revenge upon a land was to not only take lives, but 
dignity. And a good romp must have been in his priorities, as well." Cracking his knuckles, he continues, "The 
last time | had a physical form was during the Chagatai Khanate, which was ran by Khan's second son, and let 
me tell you, | worshipped that man. Having said that, I've been aching for the last seven-hundred years." 


His eyes land on you once again, malicious smile gone, now replaced by a dead stare. "Now turn it off" 


To be continued. 


Act Il 


Author's Notes: 

With finals, ficmas, and other brouhaha, | dont think I really need to explain why it took so long to write this | 
pretty much wrote the first half of this update in October/early November, and the last half over the course of 
last night and this morning Editing has taken place all affernoon/evening Im on a roll, haha | hope you guys enjoy 
this as much as | did while writing it. Once again, going fo reiterate that there's non-con and violence in this. 


There's a moment of hesitation, during which Sav looks almost thoughtful; hands behind his back and the threat of 
potential, non-consensual sodomy yet he looks like he's dwelling over philosophy or some sod, with his brows 
furrowed and head tilted. Its as if all of the fear that would be expected in this situation has evaporated, and he 
has reached the point of.. scheming, or something of the like. 


"You get your fucking hands off of him!" That's Je, the direction of his voice felling me that he is very close, to 
the right of you He sounds like he's trying really hard to appear angry, as if iH make hm more intimidating, but 
this is all futile as his voice is shaking so much; fear appears fo be the dominating emotion As soon as he speaks, 
Sav's look of thoughtfulness changes. Hs eyes go wide and he looks in the direction of Joe's voice, pleadingly. 


Hs eyes say, "Dont." 
Vivian's eyes find yours again, and he repeats himself. "Turn it off" 


The light shakes slightly before disappearing, and once again we're shrouded in darkness. | feel a slight movement of 
your arm followed by the sound of skin grazing over skin, but | know its not mine. | feel another hand on me, a 
rather large one: Joe's hand | can hear him breathing in a very fast, shaky way. Christ, the last thing we need is 
for Je to begin hyperventilating 


That's Joe for you, though Wve always speculated that the way fo figure out, truly, how someone ticks is fo put 
them under severe pressure. Here we see Joe, the cool and controlling frontman, losing himself because this is a 
situation where, in no way, has he any control-and in the worst way possible, as well 


Over the course of several minutes, there's a couple of grunts, unidentifiable in volume, accompanied by the sounds 
of movement and different textures rubbing against each other. Vivian moans. Sav yelps. | can hear you tell Joe 
something reassuring, something like, "There's nothing you could've done’, which is a phrase we've unfortunately have 
had to tell that poor bloke foo many times. Mother Hen Syndrome’ as We always called it. 


Vivian makes some pleasure-induced exclamation and | focus every fibre of my being into blocking out the noise. 
Someone, probably Sav, begins to hum something-his own way of blocking things out, | venture. Every few beats of 
whatever song he's humming, he pauses to gasp. Affer a few more beats, and it becomes almost rhythmical 


f only | could cover both of my ears. 


Whatever song Sav's humming, it ends. He even integrated some authentic cadence, for finality, and | feel that the 
fact he made the effort into doing that as being very cryptic. 


A few seconds of silence passes 


We all jump as we hear Vivian yell, pained and loud, followed immediately by the sound of something heavy hiting 
the ground Then, loud shifting sounds of movement, lke someone crawling or dragging themselves. 


The sound of skin hitting skin 
A crack 
Vivian wails 


Sav says something in a tone of voice that resembles a growl or a hiss, something Ive never heard of hm before. 
I sounds lke something along the lines of, "I don't know what the fuck you are, but youre not Vivian" 


You hurriedly turn your light back on, illuminating Vivian on the ground, blood covering the lower half of his face. 
There's blood and saliva and snot profusely escaping from the mess of his nose and mouth and he looks 
unconscious. Sav is kneeled over him, a bare knee on his chest. He looks up towards the light and we see that his 
forehead and fringe is dripping red, the rest of his face flushed and his eyes wide and animalistic. The blue of his 
irises are glowing aflame in contrast to all of the red 


‘Like head-butting a football," he says, his intensity subsiding and immediately becoming slightly dazed and shrugging 
despite everything that has just happened Giving Joe a drained expression, almost nonchalant, as if he's just come 
from work or something mundane, he says, ‘Love, can you hold him down for me. | need to get my trousers back 


on. 


"Y-yeah No problem." Joe leaves your side and walks into the light, taking Sav's place and giving Vivian's phased 
form a look of mixed fear, hatred, and general confusion. Sav bends over fo pick up his discarded trousers. | can 
see little red and white nai-marks and scratches speckling his back, the skin of his hps tinted with pink handprints. 


"You..you broke my vessels nose, cretin," Vivian hisses, eyes opening and moving head from side-to-side, still slightly 
dazed When he speaks, a glob of red-tinted, translucent liquid spills out of his mouth de shifts slightly, visibly 
disgusted "You know," he continues, directed towards Sav, "That was him screaming out, not me. | feel no pain, but 
that's the downfall of using a live body.. Human reflexes and whatnot, they will always prevail All of this," he 
gestures to the study in red of his face, "H really fucking hurts, according fo him. If you would have increased the 
angle in which your head hit me by..about two degrees left.. You would have pushed the broken cartilage up into his 
frontal lobe, kiling him. A popular sports injury-! thought you would know that, Savage." 


Sav doesn't respond He's moved on fo lacing up his trainers, his now-clothed back fo all of us 


The fluorescent lights of the room begn to flicker until returning fo full power. Vivian has a slightly distracted 
expression during all of this, so | assume that was of his doing You thumb the light on your mobile off and we 
slowly peel ourselves off of each other: 


| say, "What should we do? We've got him secured, so-" 


You shake your head "I doubt that. He's probably just taking a breather or scheming or some sod We need fo send 
someone out fo go get a priest.” 


"Oh, so now you like the idea of bringng a priest into all of this, eh?" 


You look lke youre on the verge of tears "I don't have a bloody idea, alright?" You suddenly drop your voice fo a 
whisper. "We just listened fo a fucking sexual assault by a demon and there really isn’t anything else we can consult 
to, at this point. Im pretty sure Sav is not okay, | mean, we need fo get hm out of here. We all do. But | honestly 
haven't the clue of what order this should all play out.” 


| dont know what triggered this thought, but | suddenly remembered something that may be of great use. | touch 
your arm before leaving to approach Sav. 


Not really knowing what to say in response fo all of this, | kneel down fo his level and ask, "Are you okay?" Sav 
abandons the task of lacing up his trainers to move his gaze up to meet mine. | cant quite pinpoint his expression; 
he almost looks as if he's holding back some snarky response like "What do you think?" which | can completely 
understand. The blood on his forehead is beginning to congeal. | begin to wonder just how hard he had to smash his 
head against Vivian's fo exert such an injury, and if he hurt himself in the process. 


Then, | see it, the subject of the reason why | approached him, besides being concerned, of course: a crucifix 
necklace hanging from his neck 


He doesn't reply to my intial question, so | go ahead and continue, "Can | borrow your necklace real quick? | think 
youd figure why.” 


"Yeah," he says, quietly, moving his hands to behind his neck fo unfasten the chain I notice that his hands are 
shaking | gve him a patient moment and he drops the siver chain and cross into my palm. 


"What's that?" you ask as | begin fo approach Vivian, dangling the chain from my fingers 


"Checking to see if a priest would be appropriate," | respond, kneeling down next fo Joe, who hadn't moved "You 
know what this is, mate?" | say, waving the cross at Vivian 


He narrows his eyes, expression unreadable beneath the mess. | take that as some form of acknowledgement and 
promptly press the piece of siver against his forehead, one of the few places on his face that isn't covered in 
blood A hiss escapes Vivian's lps, causing little missiles of blood fo hit my arm. As I continue fo hold it in place, he 


begins to squirm. Joe changes position so that he can pin down both of Vivian's arms and you join in on holding the 
rest of hm. 


Vivian begins fo cry out something in some foreign tongue, and I feel a sudden hesitation What if he's calling 
reinforcements? What if this is a ritual for some spell? 


There is smoke rising from underneath the cross, and | can actually feel it becoming gradually hotter. | continue fo 
hold it down, but it eventually gets to the point that Im burning my fingers on it. For reasons unknown, | trudge on 
and keep it in place. Its just a burn-no worse than anything Id experienced before, anyway. 


| look behind me, to see how the others are reacting to all of this. Youre holding down Vis legs and look too 
preoccupied for me fo make note of, but Jes got his brows furrowed and he's looking around the room. 


"Where's Sav?" 


voe moves his gaze to me, having noticed that | never really responded to his question, but before he can repeat it 
his eyes get wide and he says, "Rick, watch out!" 


"What-Fuck!" 


Pain shoots through my arm and | furn my head fo find Vivian's mouth clamped around my wrist. | begin to 
scream, lke anyone with any sense would, and Joe breaks from his position to try to pry off Vivian You scramble 
fo continue holding Vivian down, fo the pont where youre practically laying across him while Joe's kneeling adjacent 
from me, hands working at Viv's mouth like a pet-owner trying fo pry the jaws of their dog 


its reached a point where | cant even feel the pain anymore, which is typical in the scenario of trauma. Yeah, | 
would know. Viv breaks away for a split second to snarl at Joe, but before he can do anymore, his expression 
drops. He begins to squirm once again, although with even more persistence than when he had the crucifix on him, 
which has now left a cross-shaped burn on his forehead. Vivian spits something in some foreign language, and | 
realise that it isn’t towards any of us 


Hs eyes are towards the door, which is conveniently located behind me. 


You and Joe mustve noticed this as well, because we all simultaneously move our concentration from Vv fo 
where he's looking, only fo find Sav. 


He's standing in front of the doorway and all of the barricaded furniture had somehow been removed during all of 
this. The door is slightly opened, as if he just recently entered Upon further examination, | noticed that he had 
changed outfits as well, into a white suit. All of the blood and gore on his face was gone and his hair seemed fo 
move slightly as if being tugged on by some non-existent breeze. 


"Hello, Zephyr," he says, followed by a very un-Sav-lke, although nevertheless charming, smile. He begins to walk 
towards us, his movements slow and meticulous, as if he's trying to replicate something specific, like a scene from 


a film. Vivian gives up a trying fo squirm out of our grp, and just lays there on the ground, giving Sav a half- 
heartedly intimidated expression 


"Camael," Vivian replies, flatly. Hs eyes move over Sav, and he sighs "You used fo gve me heaven when | would 
possess without consent, and here you are..." 


Sav is now standing above us, and Í can see intricate designs of feathers embossed on his suitcoat's sleeves. And | 
then notice the slight glow fo his har. 


| feel a lurching sense of comprehension 

| think This situation is an exception," Sav replies with a distinguishable, almost faked-sounding, American accent, 
"This shouldn't fake too long Upstairs wont bat an eye lest the vessel is damaged, and he appears to be holding 
up..alright.” 

| fake note of the sheen of sweat on Sav's face. 


"Are you going fo smite me? Do you know that the vessel / use is living as well?" Vivian asks. 


Sav smiles, slightly. "I never wear my white suit to executions. | thought you'd know that after a millennia, dear. Im 
going To notify Downstairs" 


Whatever remaining amount of visible confidence that Vivian wore disappeared in that moment. 'I never judged you 
for posing as Zeus fo the Greeks and taking the souls of their sacrifices for your own gain," he hisses, voice shaking 
"Yet, here you are, ratting me out for taking on a Crossroads position An augmented hypocrite, you are, cherub." 
Dismissively, Sav immediately moves his focus fo Joe, giving Vivian no acknowledgment to his last statement. 

"Give me your hand," he says, nonchalantly. When Je hesitates, Sav continues, ‘for your lover's sake, | would oblige 
quickly. Enochian presence in a non-consensual vessel can be quite detrimental" Joe exhales and extends his hand, 
which Sav immediately grabs hold of, tightly, and with his other hand unsheathes a small dagger with an engraved 
design of flames on its blade. | immediately think of the story of Adam and Eve in Genesis, where they are 
escorted from Eden by an angel with a flaming sword 


Sav studes Joe's palm for a second before sliding the blade across it. Before Joe can cry out, Sav pulls hm to his 
feet and leads hm to the centre of the room. 


"Kneel" 
Joe does so, without hesitation 


"Remember, lm one of the good guys," he adds. 


Sav locks his gaze with him, and even from here | can see that there's something hornibly different about his eyes. 
it takes me a moment fo realise, but its that theyre actually glowing The dark depth of his pupils appear to be 
filtering light through them, so that they appear fo be white instead of black 


Enochian presence or whatever sod he mentioned, it must be pretty damn bright fo be doing that. 


Sav begins fo speak to Je, very quietly, so that | can no longer hear. | glance fo you for some assurance, but 
youre just as clueless as | So, we watch Sav's lps are moving slightly, Joe nodding, saying something 
incomprehensible in the low volume. Sav then takes Joe's bleeding hand, makes him hold it so that its parallel fo the 
ground, the wound facing up. He presses to fingers together, dps it info the blood, and begins fo draw on the ground 


| can feel Vivian shudder underneath me. 

We both look fo hin, see that the visible, non-bloodied parts of his face has gone pale. 

"What is he doing?" you ask 

Vivian gestures with a chin towards Sav. ‘If you look closely, yout! see that he's not looking so great-your friend 
that is." We do what he says and see that, even though Sav-or Camael-is speaking with ease and smiling and 
whatnot, there's a slight shake to him, and his fringe is plastered fo his face with sweat. "That's what happens when 
something terribly unhuman inhibits a human without proper ritual Your friend here," he gestures to himself, "is 
doing relatively alright because he was, technically, sacrificed to me. There was consent involved Camael over 
there just decided to take your bassist for a joy-ride without even asking Keep in mind that seraphm have a lot 
more kick than a demon lke myself.” 

You say, "Alright, but how does that explain what he's doing fo Joe?" 

"He's doing a proper ritual" 

You and I exchange glances. 

‘For who, himself?" 


Vivian exhales through his feeth-an exasperated gesture. "Those blood runes arent Enochian He's calling the boss. 
My boss" 


You laugh, one of those tm dead inside‘ laughs that are usually uttered when things are looking pretty bleak, and 
youre trying your best to make it seem otherwise. "What, like the Devil himself? You said there's consent involved 
ube may be a bit. Anyways, Joe wouldn't willingly let himself be possessed" 


Vivian smiles. ‘first off, his name is Lucifer and even though he's my boss-boss, this is more lke my foreman we're 
talking about. Hs name is Crawly, but he's probably just as willing to turn me to ash as much as the big guy. And 


Collen, you sacrificed the host of this vessel so you could have the chance fo talk fo your dead boyfriend-you 
shouldn't talk. Camael is felling your friend everything | told you, except with, ah, more persuasive language. 
Basically: ‘You say yes to whatever Im about fo ask you, and Hi leave this body so you don't have to clean up the 
remains!” 

“Jesus Christ," | whisper. 


"Oh, dont get me started on him," Vivian replies. "That whole lof, God and the angels and all of them, theyre just a 
bunch hypocrites. Why else do you thnk I traded in my wings and harp for a pitchfork and horns, eh?" 


Vivian licks his lps after laying this, then smiling in a nervous manner. You, who are currently holding down his arms, 
can feel the tendons moving You look down to see that he's doodling on the floor with blood 


"The fuck is that?" 


Vvians finger stops and he whispers, very quietly, something in that foreign language. But his eyes aren't set on 
either of us, but fowards Sav. 


"What did you just do?" you ask, panicked 

"surance," he replies, eyes on Sav. We turn to watch as Sav presses two bloodied fingers against Joe's forehead 
Afterwards, he pulls a white handkerchief from his pocket and dabs his fingers with if, giving Joe, who looks scared 
shiless, a look that reminds me vaguely of a Priest looking down upon the newly baptised 

Oh, man, isn't that ironic. 

"Have a nice oblivion," Sav says to Vivian with another dazzling smile. Vivian returns the expression, causing Sav's 
grin to falter. Instead of questioning it, he snaps his fingers, only to.. Well, nothing really happens. He does the 
gesture again, this tme with obvious fear. Nothing happens. 


"/ think the phrase, See you in oblivion’ wouldve been far more appropriate," Vivian says. Sav's eyes are wide, every 
figment of that actor's cool demeanour vanished, and he stomps towards Vivian 


"You damned fool," he sputters. "Not only did you lock me in my vessel, but you locked me in the same room as 
you. Are you suicidal?" 


Despite Vivian's face being an absolute mess, and the entire fact that it really isn't Vivian, he gives Sav a 
nonchalant smile that is, well, very Vivian. "Forged from the same materials in the same generation, and now weil 
be destroyed together. Romantic, isn't it?" 

You and | both jump away from Vivian and Sav lunges towards him, holding him down by the throat and screaming 


"Reverse the rune or HI smite you right here. NOW." 


"m dying either way, Camael Honestly, its my dying man's wish to see you go down with me.” 
"We need to get out of here," you say: 

| take a glance at doe, whos sting on the floor, surrounded my blood-drawn symbols with a blank expression 
"What about hm?” 


"You heard what Sav-er, Camael-whatever the fuck that is, did to him. We need fo focus on getting out of here 
and getting help or something" 


As you say this, were already out the door. | can still hear Vivian and Sav screaming at each other as we walk out 
into the hallway. 


| think we should get a priest, and some religous artefacts. Like holy water. Something we can weaponise," you say. 
"Were in San Antonio, there's Catholic churches everywhere, right?" 


We step outside into the cold The sky had already started to change to an orange, illuminating everything in a 
golden haze. We begn fo walk, quickly, not even thinking about disquises-but, somehow, we go unnoticed Or, if 
anyone did, they didn't bother to stop us. 


There's a flower stand off to the side of the sidewalk, this little brightly painted, shabby thing | realise as we get 
closer that the merchandise is not just flowers, but those that are arranged into the shape of large crucifixes 
Some of them have pictures attached fo them, most of them being young adults or babies. 


"Flores para los muertos" is written on a sign Flowers for the dead 


| feel a strange feeling of epiphany rising in me. Little images of us driving through Texas on the tour bus, and all of 
those flower crucifixes positioned in peculiar places off the side of the highway. 


"You think thosell work?" | ask you 
"Theyre not siver or.. You know, real looking, though" 


"But theyre authentic," | reply. "You can wear a crucifix but not believe, right? But to go through the trouble of 
making those things, and the purpose of them, for that matter. td think that those must be just as powerful as a 


rosary.” 

"We should get some of those too,” you say, digging through your pockets until you find a wallet. 'I can't believe Im 
paying for a flower cross fo use as a weapon against.. Well, you know. Christ” You hand your debit card to a 
woman at the stand She has a perpetually pitying look on her face, which | would assume comes with the job 
Affer a moment, she hands you back the card and you clear your throat. 'I know its kind of late. Can you fell me 


where the nearest church is?" 


"What denomination? We got em all here," she says Before you can reply, she adds, "You can take whichever two 
you want from the display." 


| reach up and grab two flower crucifixes, ones without pictures, and you reply, “Any. Just a church with open 
doors, at this point" 


Leaning on her elbows, she says, "Honestly, im not supposed to be sending people to the Protestant side, but you 
two really look lke you need some help, pronto. There's a Seventh-Day Adventist church a block thataway. Just 
keep following East Houston Street, alright?" 

We simultaneously give her our thanks and continue walking Were practically running, really. 


"What if were too late? | mean, did you see how bad Sav was looking? What did he mean by all that Enochian 
presence sod? What if they end up killing each other?" 


"really dont want to think about that right now," you reply. “All | know is that this stuff hurts the demons, so 
we're going fo load up on it. | have no idea what to do with Sav so L. | dont want fo think about if, okay? Lets just 
focus on finding a priest that does think we've gone insane." 


To be continued. 


